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When I knew him he had not attained fume outside
Montparnasse, and only rarely sold a work* Drawings which
he had made in the morning he would try and soil at caff*
tables for anything he could get for them. Wo had our
meals at Rosalie's, the Italian woman who had onco boon a
beautiful model, and there Rosalie would admonish Modi-
gliani. She had a motherly love for her compatriot; and
would try and restrain him. from his " enguoling " her otluu'
clients. She tried to make Modigliani settle down and bo loss
nervy and jumpy. He was peculiarly restless and novor sat;
down or stayed in one spot for long.

Rosalie had a large collection of ModigHani's drawing in a
cupboard, set against multitudes of free meals, 1 suspect,
because, as I have said, the old Italian had a vory kind heart
for him. When he died in 1921, she naturally turned to ibis
cupboard for the drawings,, as dealers wore after thorn, but,
alas ! for Rosalie's hopes, the drawings, mixed with sausn^os
and grease, had been eaten by rats,

A painting by Utrillo? which I remombor on her walls, was
later cut out of the plaster and sold to a dealer* Modigliani
would say? " A beef steak is more important than a drawing,
I can easily make drawings, but I cannot make a beef steak,"

Hashish, he believed, would lend him help in bis work,
and certainly the use of it affected his vision, so that ho
actually saw his models as he drew thorn. Also ho was
influenced by Les Chants de Maldoror9 which he carried
in his pocket and to which he would refer as4* une explosion lf.

I was amazed once when we were at the (ittttrii Mont-*
parnasse, a small popular theatre in the rue de la (iattri, to
see near us a girl who was the imago of his peculiar lype? witlt
a long oval face and a very slender neck* A Modigliuni alive.
It was as if he had conjured up one of his own images,
Modigliani's liveliness, gaiety,, and exuberant spirits ondearctd
him to hosts, and his funeral was characterised m " Une
Fun^raille en Prince ". Artists, tradesmen, and cafd waiters
joined in the long procession, Les Agents stood at the salutes
as the long cortege passed. Picasso seeing that, and recalling
that Modigliani and the police had not got on well together